The piece had lots of humour and that indefinable some-
thing which can only be described as spirit, Oscar Shavi
played the lead, and Victor Moore provided most of the
uproarious comedy.

It was that winter, my third in New York and during
the run of OA, Kayl that I met Bert Taylor, and immediately
my life changed. This tall, dark-haired, stunning-looking
American was like someone one only reads about. With a
snap of his fingers, a glance, a quiet word, he had the
power to bring about miracles. Bert had been born with a
gold spoon in his mouth. His father was president of the
New York Stock Exchange, and Bert had rolled up an
enormous fortune of his own during those years when Wall
Street was holding carnival.

Bert Taylor figuratively knocked me off my feet. From
the moment of his entry into my life I began to live in a
storybook world. While New York streets were glazed
with ice and the sky sent down showers of sleet, my apart-
ment was abloom with spring and the fragrance of American
beauty roses.

A banker in Bert Taylor's position could, and not in-
frequently did, make a profit of several thousand dollars in a
day's trading on the Stock Exchange; and, exhilarated by
this achievement, on his way uptown to his club he would
drop in at Carrier's and spend a part of the day's bag on a
gorgeous bauble to please the lady of his heart.

Is it any wonder that Bert Taylor, who moved habitually
in this fantastically luxurious world, should have swept me
off my feet? Philip and I were extraordinarily companion-
able. His devotion and attention to me had brought me
great happiness. But from the start of our friendship both
of us had known, and had admitted frankly, that we had no

168